ONE FOOT IN THE GRAVE

grey matter in his brain; below, the femoral artery was obstructed and
contracted, and failed to irrigate the leg,

"I expect you've been having considerable pain?" said Lartois.

"Yes, particularly at night; it hurts like the devil!" replied
Schoudler, his hand flapping on the sheet.

"Poor chap, I can well believe it!" thought Lartois, "He's already
got a foot in hell."

"Is it serious?" Schoudler asked.

"Yes, fairly. But we'll fix you up," Lartois repHed "The only
thing is, we may have to amputate. But what the devil! You've seen
it happen to others. You're a man."

And he thought: " It would be much better for him if he died tonight
of heart failure.. .M

Noel felt an appalling anguish piercing him to the marrow because
his last and only friend had just said to rum: "You're a man/' exactly
as one speaks to little children.

That very evening Lartois had him admitted to one of Professor
Chellieres's surgical beds.

Chellieres was a tubby, thickset man, bald but for a few tufts of
reddish hair about his skull. His forehead was furrowed with wrinkles,
and his bright blue eyes seemed always to glow beneath his eyebrows.

His obstinate, rather squat features might, in anyone else, have ex-
pressed ambition for power, brutality or an exaggerated idea of his own
importance; but in him they expressed, essentially, understanding and
human kindness.

Professor Chellieres's face was not the mirror of his soul; or rather,
perhaps, his features expressed force and one is not accustomed to see*
ing force used for good.

When he seized a patient by the wrists as if he needed these two con-
tacts^ these two poles, to let his own current flow through the body of
his fellow human being, even the most despairing wanted to live.

He examined Schoudler. Then for a quarter of an hour or more the
two doctors debated: "A high or low amputation?"

"You know, I don't like the knife. I like to use it as little as possible,**
said Chellieres. " If we can save his heel, he'll still have a chance of
being able to walk, a little at least."

"Well, you can see his general condition,'* Lartois said,

"Yes, yes, of course..."

"And supposing, later on, we have to amputate again?**

"Well, we'll have to do it. In his condition a major anaputatwhjt
a mortal risk in any case. One might as well put it off as te^ as pos-
sible. One can never tell!"

Louis Chellieres was the same age and a medical conteED|)a^ry of
Lartois; their abilities and reputatkms, each in liis
similar.
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